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nevertheless, full of reassurance and comfort; a splendour
that is beginning to fade away, that is already at times
full of despair, that is about to be consumed by the desert
and the sun.
Something of this you will find, too, in Toledo herself,
in her terrible scarped bastions, that guard her so fiercely,
jtnd yet in whose aspect we may often surprise an
unutterable fear of some enemy, some dauntless legion
that shall cross the desert under the thunder of innumer-
able banners, some fortunate merciless tyrant, or the
despicable footsteps of the modern world. Is it the
return of the Goth, or the vengeance of the Moor, or the
immense tyranny of democracy that she fears in her
loneliness ? Ah, no army full of brutality and lust,
splendid with the blood of its victims, about to be over-
whelmed by its victories, will ever turn aside to enjoy
that old and precious body, preserved with unguents,
almost embalmed with balsams. Day by day she has
lifted up her eyes over that thirsty land and nothing
breaks the silence, no footsteps in the desert, no cry upon
the mountains, no rumour in the gate. At daybreak the
women gather at the fountains and the doors are not shut
in the streets ; and at noon the sound of the grinding is
low in the byways, and all is hushed save for the voice of
one who sings of love in that long strange chant that is so
beautiful and sorrowful, and that ceases as suddenly as It
begins, while in the stillness the orange blossoms, that fill
the Patios with their fragrance, fall more softly than kisses
into the fountains, and all men are weary in the heat and
take their rest; and at evening the lovers go about the
city, and in all the gardens the roses are falling, and
desire is a burden ; so dawn grows to sunset and sunset
dreams till dawn, and the days pursue one another, and
the years are spent and lie down in peace with the
flowers. And ever the enemy that she sees not, for